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i ) EAD this dashing new Story by Will Irwin, begun this week, and try
% to answer the question: “Who murdered Captain Hanska?” The
"~ " plot revolves about a mysterious murder in a New York city boarding
house, and Rosalie Le Grange, an ex-medium with a career of strange and
most interesting experiences, attempts to unravel the tangle and obtain the
release of the suspected sweetheart of Captain Hanska’s beautiful wifc?
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better talk a little serious now,”

G2 “yourre right,” replied Ven- | “Bern,
— danger. Lassiter, you're riding away.

“Forever,” replied Jane,

ately.

with' his riders.”

oyer?”’

now with me®”’ :

1£ we can reach Sterling—"

that? Sterlin’ is a hundred ‘miles.”

“My plan is to ride on, keeping tharp | “It’s done.

remarked Lassiter longth,| ated from hex and
amime fies.” iter, 8y eng rent accelerate’d the mo

ters. instantly. “I’d forgotten time—pl than not take
. J Bo e DA out of this

Jane’s leaving Witherteen House?” it. Yowll show her

" «T fired Withersteen House,” said Las- she has seen!
siter, 3 store for her! i
“Dyer?”, questioned Venters, sharply. be free; you will malke
«T "reckon where Dyer’s .gome there | @ glorl?us prospectl
~won't be any kidnapin’ of girls.” you. Il think of yo
SAK! I knew it. I told Judkins— pray for you.

And Tull?” went on Venters, passion: “Thank you, Jane,
; trying to steady

“ryl]l wasn't: around when T broke |100k bright.
loose. By mow he’s likely on our’ trail | that wide, open wast
‘ it “Bern, the trip’s as

“Tiassiter, you'Te going into the Pasg=It’ll be safe—easy.
to hide there till all this storm blows ride,” she said, softly.

%1 reckon that’s Jana's {dea. T'm|made her insane?
+thinkin’ the storm ‘ll'be a powerful long | queerly, all -at once beginning b
time blowin” over. T was comin’ to join | his sombrero Tound
you in Surprise Valley. . You'll go back actually shook.
¢ : “You are a rider,
“No. . I yant- to take Bess, out of | This will be the Ti
Utah. Tassiter, Bess found gold in the |ed Jane, in that same 8
valley, -We've a saddle-bag full of gold.|almost as i

wild country.

«Black Star and Night!”
Lassiter, pu

lookout. . Somewhere up’ the ’qrailuwe’l] bags on the burros.” .

take to the sage and go around Cotton- Only when Lassiter
woods and ‘then hit the trail again.” . execute her bidding did Venters’ clog

her happy.

his voice.

e of sage!” y
good as made. wild, exalted, He bent fo her;
T¢ll be a glorious tears and kisses on her hands.

“Jane, I—I can’t find words-(—)—:iow,;
r ) he said,  “I’m beyond words. Only—

gentaps et I_}_,aadssi{:: i So(f,mggfg understand. And yI’ll take the blacks.”
o turn “Don’t be losin’ no mors time,” put in

de of your lives;

to signify he cold do no more, and his
face clouded.
Venters felt a touch on

—ARS to me, folks that. weld |Steod Dbeside him with & hand on
g x arm. She was s

“T's o bad plan, You'll kill the bur- | brain grasp at literal meanings.

ros in two days.’.

«Then welll walk,”: ! SNy o=

“That’s more bad an’ worse. Better | demanded, in a kind of fury.
go hack down the Pass with me.” take her racers.
’d be
her life in that lomely place,” went on stop it, T say!
Venters. = “Oldring’s men are  hunting to ‘save. You'v

“Tiassiter, this girl has been hidden.all fam? It

me.  We’d not be safe there .any longer. | Tull is trailing you.
Tyen if we would be T'd take this chance |in the Pass. Give me b

to get her out. I want to marry her. | bag!”

She shall have some of the pleasures of “Son—cool down,
life——seo ecities and people. We've gold | in a voice he might
— welll be rich.. Why, life opens sweet But the grip
for both of us. And, by heaven, TN | Venters’ grasping ha
get her out or lose my life in the at- giant. “Listen—you

‘tempt!” ;
T reckon if you go on with them bur- do for us,

ros youwll lose your life all right. Tull|T1l take your
will have riders all over this sage. You|it’s the trick. °

car’t get out on them burros. Tt’s a|sure as I

in hope of success.

“Bess, I want you to know. = Lassiter | You've only Black
.says the trip’s almost useless now. T'm |You love these horses.

leaped to ca

sized up the situation.

can throw a gun
fool idea.  That’s mot doin’ best by the|to ride safe out o
girl.  Come with me an’ take chances| “Jane—stop hi
on the rustlers.” gasped FVenters.
Tassiter’s cool argument made Venters|T can’t do—anything. This
waver, not in determination to go, but|me! Can’t you see

‘What are

afraid he’s right. We've got about one | you must love them now!

chance in a hundred to go through. Shall | trying .to give them to me.’

we-take it? Shall we go on?” me’ out of Utah!
«“Well gb on,” replied Bess. ] love!” O
“«That settles it, Liassiter.” “That will be my glory.”

Tassiter spread wide his hands, as if| Then in the white, rap

£ the sage.”

gtop him,”
“«T've lost my strength. | run 10 risk of meetin’ sny of
% hell for | rustlers from Sterlin’ on. Youll find
T’'ve ruined |water in them deep Eollows north of the
you—it was through me you Jost all. Noteh, There’s an old trail there, not
d Night Jeft. | much used, an’ it' leads to
Oh! I know how | That's your trail. An’ one thing more.
And—you're | If Tull pushes you—or keeps on
To. help | ent-like, for a few miles—jest
To ‘save the girl I|blacks out an’ lose him an’ his
] ,assiter, may we meet again!” said

m—please

that?

Star an

unfathomable eyes, Venters

like an electric cur- |the calm tenor of her peace, after bring-
tion of his blood.|ing down on her head the implacable
yowd be right to die rather | hostility of her churchmen, after teaching
Elizabeth out of Utah— her a bitter lesson of life—he was to be
You must do |her salvation. And he turned away
the great world, again, this time s}laken to the
with all its wonders. -Think how little his soul,. Jane Withersteen was
Think what delight is in carnation of selfishness. He experienced
You have gold; you will wonder and terror, exquisite pain and
What | rapture. What were all the sho
T share it withshad dealt him compared to the:
u—dream of you— of such loyal and generous friendship?
A And instantly, as if by some divine
» replied Venters, insight he knew himself in the remaking
«Tt . does | —tried, found wanting; but stronger,
Oh, if we were only across better, surer—and; he wheeled to Jane
Withersteen, eager, —joyous. passuznate,

with hands that Tassiter. .“I ain’t certain, but
T seen a speck up the sage-slope. Meb-
She is ‘a rider. |De T was. mistaken, But, snyway, We
» add- |must all be movin,, 'I've shortened the
oft undertone, | StiTTUps on Black Star. Put Bess on
£ the were musing to herself. %
. ! “Jane!” he cried.
«\fan! how’re you ever goin’ to do «T give you Black

Ji ;me Withersteen held out her

Star and Night!” «Flizabeth Ernel” she eried, and Bess
ho echoed. |fled to her. )
t our saddle-| How inconceivably strange and

ful it was for Venters to === Bess

moved swiftly to|to Jane Withersteen’s breast!

ged| Then he Jeaped astride Night.

Hel “Venters, ride straight ea up. B2 |
tch Tassiter’s busy hands. slope,” Lassiter was saying, ~am if yod i

ou doing,” he | don’t meet any riders, keep o= &
T won’t | a few miles from the village, them cut
What do you
monstrous.

think T |off in the sage an’ go round to the trail
Lassiter! s But you'll most likely mees riders with
S You've got her | Tull. - Jest keep right om #ill ye=Te jest
e miles and miles to go.|out of gunshot an’ them make your cut-
There are rustlers|off into the sage. Theyll mde afier you,
ack that saddle-|but it ‘won’t be mo use. Yoa can ride,
an’ Bess can ride. Whe= yoa'Te out\of

» yeturned Lassiter,|reach turn on around to ibs Wi
have used to a child. | hit the trail somewhera. Ssse the hosses
with which he tore away |all you dan, but don't Be afraid. Black
nds was that of a|Star and Night are good for & hundred
fool boy!

Jane’s | miles before sundown. if you have

The burros 1l

The blacks are yours, an’ | through the motch em ihe Glaze trail,
‘yow're goin’|swing to the right. Youwll be
see both Glaze an’ Stame Bridge. Keep
away from them willages. You won't

Venters, in a deep voice.

t. face, in thel “Son, it ain't likely—it ain’t likely.

I

4

saw Jane *‘

Withersteen in a supreme moment. This

hig elbow. Jane | moment was one wherein she reaw,hed\ulg1 |

his | to the height for which her noble sou \

miling, Something radi- | had ever yearned. He, after disrupting |
|

them. You can. get %0 Sterlin’ by night
Wo'll sneak along an’ hide. if you want. But better make it along
dogs an’ your rifle. ‘Why, | about to-morrow mornin’. When

core of
the in-

cks life
thought

he left

I think

arms.

beanti-
clasped

you're

est, an’

to push

you get
able to

Oldrin’s

Sterlin’.

persist-’
et the
riders.”

e ——————————————
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Well, Bess Oldrin’—Masked Rider—Eliza-
beth Erne—now you climb on Black Star,
I’'ve heard you could ride. Well, every
rider loves a good hoss, An’ lass, there
never was but one that could beat Black
Star.”

. ‘“Ah, Lassiter, there mnever was any
horse that could beat Black Star,” said
Jane, with the old pride.

“I often wondered—mebbe Venters
rode out that race when he brought back
the blacks. Son, was Wrangle the best
hoss ?”

“No, Lassiter,” replied Venters. For

this lie he had his reward in Jane's quick
smile.

“Well, well, my hoss-sense ain’t always
An’ here T'm talkin’ a lot, wast-
It ain’t so easy to find an’ lose

right,
in’ time.

brero. Then the dip of the ndge hid
them. From the height of the next he
turned once more.
the burros had disappeared. They had
gone down into the Pass. Venters felt a
sensation of irreparable loss.

“Bern—look!” called Bess, pomtmg
up the long slope.

A small, dark, moving dot split the
line where purple sage met blue sky.
That dot was a band of riders.

- “Pull the black, Bess.” °

They slowed from gallop to ca,nter,
then to trot. The fresh and eager
horses did not like the check,

“Bern, Black Star has great eye-
sight.”

“I wonder if they’re Tull’'s riders.
They might be rustlers, But it’s all
the same to us.”

& pretty niece all in one hour! Eliza-
beth—good-by!”
“Oh, Umecle Jim! ., . . Good-
by!” )
“Flizabeth Erne, be happy! Good-by,”
said Jane.

“Good-by—oh—good-by!”
In lithe, supple action Bess swung up
to Black Star’s saddle.

“Jane Withersteen! . . . Good-
by!” called Venters, hoarsely.
“Bern—Bess—riders of the purple

sage—good-by!”
CHAPTER XXII.

RIDERS OF THE PURPLE SAGE
B1LACK STAR and Night, answer-
ing to spur, swept swiftly west-
ward along the white, slow-Tis-
ing, sage-bordered trail. Ven-
ters heard a mournful howl from
ng, but White' was silent. The blacks
settled into their fleet, long-striding gal-
lop.. The wind sweeﬂy fanned Venters’
hot. face. From the summit of the first
low-swelling ridge he looked back. ILas-
siter waved his hand; Jane waved her
searf. ,Venters replied by standing'in
his stirrups and holding high his' som-

“Bern—Bess—Riders of the Purple Sage—Good-bye!l”

.ridge.

The black dot grew to
be a dark patch moving
under low dust-clouds. It
grew all the time, though
very slowly. There were
long periods when it was
in plain sight, and in-
tervals when it dropped
behind the sage. The
blacks trotted for half
an hour, £or another
half-hour and still the
moving patch appeared
to stay on the horizon
line. Gradually; how-
ever, as time passed, it
began to enlarge, to
creep down the slope, to
encroach upon the inters
vening distance.

“Bess, what do you
make them out?” asked
Venters. “I don’t think
they’re rustlers.”

“They’re sage-riders,”
replied Bess. “I see a
white horse and several
grays. Rustlers seldom
ride any horses but bays
and blacks.”

“That white horse is
Tull’s, Pull the black,
Bess. TI'll get down and
cinch up. We're in for some rldmg Are

| you afra,xd?”

“Not now,’
ing.

“You needn’t be. - Bess, you don’t
weigh enough to make Black Star know
youw're on him. I won’t be able to stay
with you. Youll leave Tull and his
riders as if they were standing stlll Vi

“How about you?”

“Never fear, If I- can’t stay with
you T can still laugh at Tull.”

“TLook, Bern! They ve stopped on that
l‘hgy see us. 5

“Yes. But we're too far yet for them
to make out who we are. They'll rec-
ognize the blacks first. We've passed
most of the ridges and the thickest sage.
Now, when I give the word, let Black
Star go and ride!”

\ Venters calculated
more still intervened between them and
the riders.
a swift canter. Soon Venters recognized
Tull’'s white horse, and concluded that
the riders had likewise recognized Black
Star and Night. But it would be im-
possible for Tull yet to see that the
blacks were' not ridden by Lassiter and
Jane. Venters noted that Tull and the

answered the girl, smil-

Lassiter, Jane, and:

that a mile or,

They were approaching at @
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line of horsemen, perhaps ten or twelve
in number, stopped several times and
evidently looked hard down the slope.
It must have been a puzzling circum-
stance for Tull. Venters laughed grimly
at the thought of what Tull’s rage would
be when he finally discovered the  trick.
Venters meant to sheer out into-the sage
before Tull could possibly be sure who
rode the blacks. )

The gap closed to a distance of half
a mile. Tull halted. His riders came

! up and formed a dark group around him.

Venters thought he saw him wave his
arms, and was certain of i+ when the
riders dashed into the sage, to right and
left of the trail. Tull had anticipated
just the move héld in mind by Venters.
“Now Bess!” shouted Venters. “Strike
north. Go round those riders and turn
west.” 4
. Black Star sailed over the low sage,
and in a few leaps got into his stride

and was running. Venters spurred Night |

after him. It was hard going in the
sage. The horses could run as well
there, but keen eyesight amd judgment
must constantly be used by the riders
in choosing ground. And continuous
swerving from aisle to aisle between the
brush, and leaping Iittle washes and
mounds of the pack-rats, and breaking
through sage, made rough riding. When

Venters had turned into a long aisle he

had time to look up at Tull’s riders.
They were now strung out into an ex-|
tended line riding northeast. And, as

Venters and Bess were holding due north, | bullets,

over a horse. And he delved into his
memory, recalling famous rides which
he had heard related in the villages and
round the camp-fires. Oldring’s Masked
Rider! Many times this strange rider,
at once well known and unknown, had
escaped pursuers by matchless riding. He
had run the gauntlet of vigilantes down
the main street of Stone Bridge, leaving
dead horses and dead rustlers behind.
He had jumped his horse over the
Gerber Wash, a deep, wide ravine
separating the fields of Glaze from the
wild sage. He had been surrounded
north of Sterling; and he had broken
through the line. How often had been
told the story of day stampedes, of
night raids, of pursuit, and then how
the Masked Rider, swift as the wind,
was gone in the sage! A fleet, dark
horse—a slender, dark form—a blaek
mask—a driving run down the slope—a
dot om the purple. sage—a shadowy,
muffled steed disappearing in the night!

And this Masked Rider of the up-
lands had been Elizabeth Erne!

The sweet sage wind rushed in Ven-
ters’ face and sang a song in his ears.
He heard the dull, rapid beat of Night's
hoofs; he saw Black Star drawing
away, farther and farther. He realized
both horses were swinging to the west
Then gunshots in the rear reminded him
of Tull. Venters locked back. Far te
the side, dropping behind, trooped tae
riders. They were shooting. Venters
saw no puffs of dust, heard no whistling
He was out of range. When

this meant, if the horses of Tull and he looked ba¢k again Tull's riders had

his riders had the speed and the .staying' given up pursuit.

The best they could

power, they would head the blacks and, do, no doubt, had been to get near

turn-them back down the slope.

men were not saving their mounts; they i blacks.

were driving them desperately. Venters
feared only an ateident to Black Star

]

Tulls enough to recognize who really rode the

Venters saw Tull drooping in
his saddle.
Then Venters pulled Night out of his

or Night, and skillful riding would miti- | running stride. "Those few miles bad

gate possibility of that.
ahead served to show him

well as he.

One glance! searcely warned the black, but Venters
that Bess! wished to save him,

could pick a course through the. sage as|though she was far
She looked neither back!|caught the white glint of her waving

Bess turned, and,
away, Veagers

nor at the running riders, and bent for-|hand. He held Night to a trot and rode
ward over Black Star’s neck and studied:on, seeing Bess and Black Star, and the

the ground ahead.

It struek Venters, presently, after he
had glanced up from time to time, that
Bess was drawing away from him as he
had expected. He had, however, only
thought of the light weight Black Star
was earrying and of his superior speed;
he saw now that the black was being
ridden as never before,

How easily,” how gracefully, naturally
Bess sat her saddle! She ecould ride!
Suddenly Venters remembered she had
said she could ride. But he had not
dreamed she was capable of such superb
horsemanship. Then all at once, flashing
over him, thrilling him, came the recol-
lection that Bess was Oldring’s Masked
Rider. .

He forgot Tull—the running riders—
the race. He let Night have a free
rein and felt him®engthen out to suit
himself, knowing he would keep to Black
Star’s course, knowing that had been
chosen by the best rider mow on the
upland sage. For Jerry Card was dead.
And fame had rivaled him with only
one rider, and that was the slender girl
who now swung so easily with Blaek
Star’s stride. Venters had abhorred her
notoriety, but mnow he took passionate
pride in her skill, her daring, her power

except when|
Jerry Card lost the race to Wrangle. |

sloping upward stretch of sage, and from
time fo time the receding black riders
behind, Soon they disappeared behind
a ridge,' and he turned no mere. They
would ‘go- back to Lassiter's grail and
follow it, and follow in vain. Se Ven
ters, rode on, with the wind growing
sweeter to' taste and smell, and the
purple sage rider and the sky biuer in
his sight; and the song in his ears ming-
ing.! By -and by Bess halted fo wail
for him, and he knmew she had eome 10
the trail. When he reached her it was
to smile at sight of her siamding wWith
arms round Black Star's meek

“Oh, Bern! I love him!™ she ecried.
“He’s beaut}ful; he knows; and how he
can run! "I've had fast horses. But
Black Star! . . . Wrangle never beat
him !

“I’'m wondering if I didn’t dream
that. DBess, the blacks are grand.
What it must bave eost Jane—ah!—
well, when we get out df this wild ecoun-
try with Star and Night, back™ to my
old home in IHimois, we'll buy a beauti-
ful farm with meadows and springs and
cool shade. There we'll turn the horses
free—free to roam and browse and
drink—never to feel a spur again—
never to be ridden!”

“I would like that,” said Bess.
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They rested. Then, mounting, they
rode side by side up the white trail,
The sun rose higher behind them. IFar
to the left a low line of green marked
the site of Cottonwoods. Venters looked
once and looked mo more. Bess gazed
only straight ahead. They put the
blacks to the long, swinging rider’s
canter, and at times pulled them to a
trot, and occasionally to a walk. The
hours passed, the miles slipped behind,
and the wall of rock loomed in the
fore. The Notch opened wide. It was
a rugged, stony pass, but with level
and open trail, and Venters and Bess
ran the blacks thloucrh it. An old trail
led off to the rwht, taking the line of
the wall, and this Venters knew to be
the tlaxl mentioned by Lassiter.

The little hamlet Glaze, a white and
green patch in the vast waste of purple,
lay miles down a slope much like the
Cottonwoods slope, only this descended
to the west. = And miles farther west
a faint green spot marked the location
of Stone Bridge. AIll the rest of thal
world was seemingly smooth, undulating
sage, with no ragged lines of canyons
to accentuate its wildness.

“Bess, we're safe—we're freel” said
Venters. “We’re alone on the sage.
We're half way to Sterling.”

“Ah! I wonder how it is with TLas-
siter and Miss Withersteen.”

“Never fear,'Bess. He'll outwit Tull.
He'll get away and hide her safely. He|
might climb into Surprise Valley, but
I don’t think he’ll go far.”

. “Bern, will we never find any place
hke our beautiful valley$”

“No. But, dear, listen! We’ll =@ go
back some day, after years—ten years.
Then we'll be forgotten. And our val-
ley will be just as we left it.”

“What if Balaneing Rock falls and
closes the outlet to the Pass?”

“I’ve thought of that. + T'll pack in
ropes and ropes. And 1f the outlet’s
closed we’ll climb up the cliffs and over
them to the valley and go down on rope
ladders. It could be done. I know
just where to make the climb, and I’ll
never forget.”

“Oh yes, let us go bhack!”

“It’s something sweet to look forward
to. Bess, it’s like all the future looks
to me.

“Call mc—Tlxzabeth ? she said, shyly.

“Elizabeth Erne! + Tt’s a beautlful
name. But I'Il mever forget Bess. DO
you know—have you thought that very
soon—by this time to-morrow—you will
be Elizabeth Venters?”’

So they rode on down the old trail.
And the sun sloped to the west, and a
golden sheen lay on the 'sage. The
hours sped now; the afternoon waned.
Often they rested the horses. The glis-
ten of a pool of water in a hollow
caught Venters’ eye, and here he un-
saddled the blacks and let them roll and
drink and browse. When he and Bess
rode up out of the hollow the sun was
low, a crimson ball, and the valley
seemed veiled in purple fire and smoke.
It was that short time when the sun
appeared to rest before setting, and
silence, like a cloak of invisible life,
lay heavy on all that shlmmermg world
of sage.

They watched the sun begin to bury
its red curve under the dark horizon.

“We’ll ride on till late,” he said.
“Then you can. sleep a little; while I

ride into Sterling early to-morrow.
We'll be married! . . . Well be in
time to catch the stage. We'll tie Black
Star and Night behind—and then—;for
a country mnot wild and terrible like
this!”

“Oh!" Bern! . . . But 1look! The
sun is setting on the sage—the last time
for us till we dare come-again to the
Utah” border, Ten years! Oh, Bern,
look, so you will never forget!”

Slumbering, fading purple fire burned
over the undulating sage ridges. Long
streaks and bars and shafts and spears
fringed the far western slope. Drifting,
golden veils mingled with low, purple
shadows. Colors and shades changed in
slow, wondrous transformation.

Suddenly Venters was startled by a
low, rumbling roar—so low that it was
like the roar in a sea-shell. P

“Bess, did you hear anything?* he
whispered.

“NO.”

“Listen! .
agined— AR!”?

Out of the east or mnorth, from re-
mote distance, breathed an infinitely low,
continuously long sound—deep, weird,
detonating, thundering, deadening—dy-

ing.

. . Maybe I only im-

TO BE CONOLUDFD NEXT WEEK,

The Shot in the Night

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 8.

A week passed and we seldom men-
tioned our midnight adventure, though I
strongly suspected that Jane was writing
a story about it in her spare moments at
the publie library, where she worked. In
fact, we were both just a little ashamed
to recall that we, two perfectly respect-
able, highly connected ladies, had
thwarted the officers of the law; but
when we thought of the wife and poor
sick baby, a glow of self-justification
suffused our beings.

Then one morning the postman de-
livered at our door a package addressed
to us beth. After removing several
wrappings of paper, we came to a dark
blue velvet jewelry case. We lifted the
lid and fell back with cries of amaze-
ment. The box contained a string of
perfectly matched pearls, and a sparkling
diamond dog collar. It was some time
before we recovered from our astonish-
ment sufliciently to seé the letter that
accompanied them. With trembling fin-
fiers we tore it open and read:

Drar Kinp LApies: I am sending you a
gift for helping me escape.. The tall dame in
the curl papers is to have first choice, because
she suggested the missus and kids story. I never
would have thought of that.
work faster than my tlnnhpxcce I am return- Y
ing the fiver, too, for there aint no missus and |
kids—maybe if they had been, T’'d have besn
square. I feal I owe you this jewelry, hecause
if you'd squealed on me that night the cops
would have divided the reward with you. It's
$10,000 that's offered in this state for my
arrest, not to speak of other states. Then T
had $5,000 in my pockets that T'd got from the
safe that I'd just oracked, when that fool watch-
man caught me. I wish cops was ladies. I
always know how ta get around the women.

“Handsome Harry” they call me—but T
didn't think it was light enough for you dames
to see me.

Your janitor told me your names. ¥e knew
who I ‘meant when I told him the ‘“two old
maids on the first floor.” [We are not old
maids—we’'re bachelor girls. Neither of us is
forty yet.}

Thanks, kind ladies, from my heart.

HANDSOME HARRY TAYLOR.

P. 8—You can wear this swag safely. I

cribbed it in a city two thousand miles from

My hands always | .

here, so it won’t be recognized.
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Ywdmud 150 premiums for selling ur Keystose GOLD
EYE NEEDLES ai 5¢ a package. With every twar packages
we give abwlutely FREE & Silver Aluminum Thimble
WE TRUST YOU
and send, poitpaid, 24 necdle packigm and 12 thishla™
with LARGE PREMIUM BOOK. When seld
send us the $1.20 and receive premium entitied to
select,from promium list. Euupumx Freod
ordered today. A post cad will do. ‘Address
Keystone Novelty Co.

Box 805, Greenville, Pa.

For g few minutes work g‘lvm; 32 v
ful pict FREE with 1 boxun AV
23??" ous WHITE CLOVERINE 8
you sell for us at 26¢ per box. Return and
we send watch,chain and ¥ing or you can kee|
mdnlf”hy uw]n. Agdent: searn
« You can also earn
3 eads. Blmk-

‘You can look
likeacowboy

just off the
plains. We furnish hut, blouse and pants g0 true to life
you will amaze your friends when you are all dressed
el Or you can have gour choice of Rough Rider, Scout
E R 8) or Indian Sult, Send name and address and ¥'will send
1 '\ syerywhere, for you fo distribute on my special plan a4
k) 25¢. " Send me the $2 you collect and fof er \roublo 3
and WBOY orother SUIT
) as you nelact. M. 0. SEITZ. K 59, COHIOAGO
!‘ iling thimbles and needles, We [ty ginu
= " ns u‘-‘!‘cn S;m ‘Wind and Bﬁ”'d d’

arantos, parkling Ect or Plain Ring, all for ol

i B Silyer-A Lumnong Thimbles st 106 esch. P4 ps“-lﬁ

| up, Cow Glirl Suit for girls,with hat,blouse and skirf.
you 8 set of beautiful colored ar$ pictures, all the rage
i) wxll oend ﬂau thia IAVDS(
+ ADE ©
WATGH, TG GQIVEN
. AND GHAIN
fully dellgn-d case, warranted time-! haope G-Yur

joa" or Gants’ etvle O

llOlB BUFPLY (.0». Do]pi- 226,

£ WATCHE!S: FREE

ma. 1%

Ve 8n American made, atem wind tem st Watoh

S’OST CAR D% at 100 ww

T JOU ever BaWw. irder 20 today, vhan

lold send ua the $2.00 and we wlll send you'
6 WATCH and RING and also s CH

I{EBHAN &(0.2430 N Halsted St. Dept. 520 OKIOAGO

Kills at 100 yards. Peep sights. lever action
walnut stock, barrel blue-black gun metal. Write
for 30 pieces of jewelry to sell at 10c. each,
When sold return §3.00 and we send Rifle.
Columbia Novelty Co., Dept 871, East Boston, Mass.

for selling 12 mLk.{ges Blumc at 10c. each,
Rifle first class in every way. When sold
return our $1.20 and we sendrifie. BLUINE
MEG. CO. 282 Mill St., Concord Jet., Mass,

%A 14k GOLD FiILL _D SIGNET FHEE
ING, guaranteed 3 years, any

initial engravediree, tointroduce ourcata-
logue of Watches and Jewelry.Send 10c.
to cover advertising and postage. Eagle
dewelry Co., Dept.18,EastBoston, Mass.

SPECIAL OFFER. This dandy new
style Fountain Pen, a sparkiing im,
diamond ring, and big catalog, all
GAY & CO., Station H, Box Il, New Yeork,

for 1 '.! C.
1 Ventriloquist's Double Throat (held
ALL .”j is 1 us unseen in the mouth; foals 'em all) 1
How to Imitate Animals and Birds; 1
Tm. Go:d Tooth; I Mysterioua Envelope Trick; 1 Instruotion Sheety

&)
‘ b 1Punch & Judy £how Iustrument, and our Great Catalog ALL fos
ou, y & a Iver Dimo. Joads of Funi M. T. McKINLEY CO., WINONA, MINN.

X RAY sy o

‘bones of the
body. Its nt Saﬁsfm.ti«mm gen neatly packe
€d, 10c.

Send row. X-RAY I4F5. 0., Jept.A€S Chicagn

Prompt Relief. Remed;

(:uaranteed. Trial maile
i free. y. Kinsman,

Box 6"4, Augusta, Me.

SONG POEMS Havoro e onabs 6 Wassn, b- G.
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